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not make my darling sorrowful or cause her to shed one unnecessary
tear, or tempt her to do wrong. The best and only way left me of
showing my love for her now is to be silent. But oh, I hope she will
not quite forget me. She says she never will. Yet perhaps it is selfish
of me to wish this, and it may be better for her that she should. I
hope, I hope, I have not done her any harm or wrong. She says,
God bless her, that I never have. How kind and gentle she has
always been to me, how sweet and good, how patient and forbear-
ing, how noble and generous, how self-sacrificing and devoted, how
unselfish and loving. Ettie. Ettie, my own only lost love, yet not
lost, for we shall meet in heaven. Ettie, oh Ettie, my own dear
little girl

As I walked round the Rectory garden at Monnington this
morning thinking of Ettie's kst letter and all the wild sweet sorrow-
ful past the great everlasting sigh of the majestic firs, as mournful
and soothing as the sighing of the sea, blended with my mood and
sympathized widi the sadness of my heart. The beautiful weeping
birch too wept with me and its graceful drooping tresses softly
moving reminded me with a strange sweet thrill of Ettie's hair.

Saturday, 22 April

A lovely summer morning which I spent in sauntering round the
lawn at Monnington Rectory watching the waving of the birch
tresses, listening to the sighing of the firs in the great solemn avenue,
that vast Cathedral, and reading Robert Browning's 'In a Gondola'
and thinking of dear Ettie. To-day there was a luncheon party
consisting of Andrew and Mary Pope from Blakemere, Mr. and
Mrs. Phillott from Staunton-on-Wye, Houseman, and Mr. Robin-
son from Norton Canon. After they had left William and I walked
up to the top of Moccas Park, whence we had a glorious view of the
Golden Valley shining in the evening sunlight with the white houses
of Dorstone scattered about the green hillsides 'like a handful of
pearls in a cup of emerald* and the noble spire of Peterchurch rising
from out of the heart .of the beautiful rich valley which was closed
below by the Sugar Loaf and the Skyrrid blue above Abergavenny.
We came tumbling and plunging down the steep hillside of Moccas
Park, slipping, tearing and sliding through oak and birch and fallow
wood of which there seemed to be underfoot an accumulation of
several feet, the gathering ruin and decay probably of centuries.